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Author's Notes: 
*blows dust off story* | keep unearthing all these things that | wrote a long time ago. Anyway, here's some 
Ray/Jim fluff. Enjoy. 


Ray's footsteps crunched in the snow as he walked beside me. It was a cold November day and it would only 


become more so. 


And here we were, stranded in a city we hardly knew, with just enough money to catch one bus and hope it 


would take us back where we needed to be: home, or a cheap substitute. 


Why we decided to take a shortcut, I'll never know. We were lost. Robby and John left us behind, either 
forgetting (not likely) or just as a prank (to remind us to stay close by in strange places - god, you'd think 
we're kids, the way some people worry). It was getting late and the sun set on the horizon. A powerful star, a 
giant chemical oven, the source of all heat on earth, it could not send its life-giving rays a mere 93 million 
miles to melt the snow and warm my fingers. | shoved my hands deeper into my jacket pockets and tried to 


send the cloud of my breath upwards toward my frozen nose. 


"Shit, its cold," Ray said as we hurried to the bus stop. "If that bus doesn't come soon, | might lose a toe." His 
shoes, like mine, weren't especially made for the weather. The soles were smooth, giving zero traction on the 


icy roads. 


Caught up in my thoughts, | realized | was falling behind a little and broke into a run to keep up with Ray. I'd 


almost reached his side when my foot slipped in an unexpected direction and the snow flew up to meet me. 


| hit the ground hard, knees first, and put my hands out to catch myself a second too late. If it hadn't been 
cold, | wouldn't have had them in my pockets. Pain | inhaled sharply. 


When | opened my eyes the first thing | saw was Ray's face above me. "You alright?" 


| could not speak. Tripping and falling had knocked the wind out of me. | took a few deep breaths as he helped 


me up and we continued on our way. 
"Jim? What happened?" 


"Don't know, | guess | just.." | offered lamely and felt ashamed. What a dreamer | was. So much that | don't pay 
attention to where I'm walking, and fall into holes and run into stop signs because what's going on in my mind 


interests me more than what's going on outside of it. 


Once again the ice overwhelmed my feet and | collapsed, instinctively scrabbling for something to hold on to. | 


found something. It gasped and fell with me, something hard slamming into my face. I'd grabbed Ray's arm. 


"Oh fuck! Gosh, I'm sorry," | said and laughed nervously. My voice was muffled by his shoulder where it landed. 
He laughed, brushed the snow off my back and reached for the railing of a nearby staircase, standing then 
helping me up. He was being very.. courteous today. Not that he wasn't normally, in fact just the opposite, but 
it seemed more than usual. 


His blue eyes flashed. “Try not to fall down anymore, Jim, we gotta catch this bus." | knew he was joking, but 
still half serious. Exactly as he said that, | turned to see we were at the stop. 


"Hey, we're already here." He followed me beneath the little shelter by the sign It was warmer inside the 
plastic and glass walls. One side was open, of course, and the wind's chosen direction made all the difference. 
There was a bench, but it was metal and | didn't even want to think about sitting on it. | wanted to be warm, 
comfortable. To walk freely and loosen my muscles instead of being constantly tense and shivering in the 


body's effort to maintain heat.. 
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"Want a cigarette?" Ray offered. 

"Yeah." | took one gratefully and he lit one for himself, then touched the burning end to the tip of mine. God, 
there was a sort of intimacy in this. | didn't mind, | just found it very pleasing. So pleasing that | found myself 
staring at him. 

His eyes searched mine bravely in that moment. The cigarettes held in our mouths, nearly touching. | inhaled 
warm smoke and stifled a cough. He always told me | was the handsome one of the group. But that was an act 


of politeness. He had a nice face. | wanted to kiss his chin 


Blood rushed to my cheeks and | moved away. "You know, | never really smoked before," | said, hurriedly trying 


to focus his attention on something else. "I think its a" - | coughed into my jacket sleeve - "an acquired taste." 
"True," Ray said and blew a cloud of smoke into the air. It rose and dissolved. "You have something on your lip." 
"Where?" | looked for my reflection in the fogged glass and found it. My lower lip was bleeding. Ray's shoulder 
must have hit it when we fell. | wiped it away and tried not to think about how close he'd been.. his soft dark- 
blonde hair just inches from my eyes, his laughing mouth in joy.. 

| gazed at my feet, hiding my face with my hair. Confusion | had no fear of sexualities other than my own, yet 
now | questioned what | liked. Ray was a wonderful person. Who cared what chromosomes he had? What's in 
the heart is what matters. He was very intelligent and talented, regardless of how much he'd diminish his own 
skills. 

"That's really good," I'd said to him once after he demonstrated a new keyboard part. To be honest the music 
wasn't all | was referring to. How his fingers danced over the keys as if they knew on their own was pretty 
lovely too. 

"Oh, come on, Jim. You know | was never trained." 

"But still.. neither was l.." | tried to convince. 

Im actually a very poor player." He smiled sadly. 

That was unacceptable. "Please don't say that." 


"Why not?" Ray turned to me. 


"Don't beat yourself up. Don't put yourself down like that, Ray, | love your playing, and so do Robby and John 


Without you, there would be no Doors. You create that indescribable sound, and if you weren't there playing 
behind me, | would feel so shy and naked onstage that | couldn't say a word." 
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It was too late. I'd let all those words fall right out where they could be examined, judged. There are times 
when | don't care what | say or what people think. This was not one of them. 


"Well, thank you, Jim." He turned to me misty-eyed and | felt awkward. | wanted so badly to embrace him. Even 
though he's almost five years older than me and | always looked up to him, | knew he hurt inside. Whoever said 
big boys and girls don't cry knew nothing about big boys and girls. 


Someone had put him down, made him feel like he failed, like he wasn't good enough. That happened to me, but 
it didn't matter what others thought. What really disturbed me to this day was another issue entirely. 


Anyway, Ray was pretty emotionally worked up by the weight of what I'd just said, and he removed his glasses 
and brushed away a tear. He looked so different without them. I'd had a few beers earlier and maybe | was 
lovey-dovey drunk, but when he sat down next to me on the couch | held him. | put my arm around his 
shoulders and let him cry on mine. | think | even reached up and stroked his hair. f he had minded, he would 


have said something. 


| was so afraid. Not just of somebody walking in and seeing us, but of my own feelings for him. He pulled back 
for a second to remove his jacket and revealed a basketball jersey, a souvenir of his former ambitions. He had 


nice arms. They wrapped around me and | realized he needed security. | gave it to him, | wanted it Too. 


We sat there in each other's arms for what felt like an eternity, and | gently rocked him back and forth, 
though he weighed more than me. "Raymond Daniel Manzarek," | whispered in his ear, "you are more than good. 


You are the best." 


And | threw my fears to the wind and rested my cheek against his hair. When | was satisfied he would allow it, 
| turned my head the slightest bit and kissed the top of his head. 


He didn't jump up and ask what the hell | was doing. Nor did he return the favor. He didn't do anything at all. | 


looked down at him and realized he was asleep. Smiling, but likely unaware of what | had just done. 


Goddamnit! 
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Author's Notes: 
Warning: sexual tension 


Back in the present, Ray was awake. And asking a question. "Is it bad?" 
"Is what bad?" 
"Your split lip?" 


"No, it's fine," | said, then immediately regretted it as | licked my lips and tasted blood. Lots of blood. "Okay, | 
take that back" | pulled my shirt sleeve out from under my jacket sleeve and pressed it to my mouth. The 
pain amplified the cold and | shivered, taking a few clumsy drags from the cigarette before the chemical 


nastiness sickened me and | stubbed it out in the snow, coughing. 


"Cold?" Ray held the lapels of his coat and spread it, inviting me in. It was several dozen sizes too big for him, 


so there was plenty of room, but as usual | chose the most meaningless excuse. 
"Yeah, but there's no room." 


"Don't be silly," Ray said and pulled me in. It was nice. Heavenly warm. Not just because it was made of fur, 
but Ray's body heat kept it cozy. No one was around. We were unobserved. His shirt was unbuttoned a bit 
near the top, and | rested my head against his collarbone. | longed to kiss it. 


His chin was on the top of my head and he continued to smoke and keep watch for the bus. His ear was not so 
far away. It would take only a few seconds to brush his hair out of the way and whisper a few very 
meaningful words. | wanted to so badly. But | couldn't make myself do it. Just as | finally gathered the courage 


he moved. 


"Here comes the bus." | tore myself away from him and we boarded, paid our fare and sat in the back, behind 


a sort of partition formed by the stairwell near the exit. 


What the hell. The bus was empty save for a few people up front. If | wanted to take this any further | 
couldn't wait until a better time. As the Chinese proverb goes: "The best time to plant a tree is 20 years ago. 


The second best time is now." 


| rubbed my hands together between my knees, trying to warm them, and to my happy shock Ray's arm went 
over the back of the seat. | leaned into it and his mouth quirked in a smile. The side of his leg touched mine. 


All the blood left my head. 


If anything, | was the one all the girls wanted, which | didn't understand. I'm surprised more of them didn't go 


for Ray. He was making me hard with only a gentle touch and a smile. | swallowed a moan. 
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He knew what he was doing. His hand moved from the back of the seat to my shoulder and slowly massaged. | 
closed my eyes in bliss. 


The warmth of the bus, and of Ray so close to me, was relief and | felt very tired yet very aroused. It was 
all | could do not to reach down and get myself off, then fall asleep. 


So | snuck my left hand over to Ray's lap. Slowly. Slowly. My pinky touched the seam on the leg of his jeans. He 


didn't mind. | glanced down to see if he was in a similar state. Not yet, but he was soon to be. 


| put my palm just above his knee. The feeling of his body beneath the layers of fabric was intoxicating and | 
felt my cock twitch. | moaned a little. He leaned close and whispered in my ear: 


"Shhhh. | know a place where you can moan all you want and no one will hear.” 


That didn't help. | bit my lip in frustration and winced when | remembered how sore it was. But at least he 
didn't tell me to stop. | shut my mouth firmly, determined not to make a sound, and ran my hand up his leg 
and gently squeezed the bulge beneath his coat. 


He was well-endowed, that | could tell without even needing to look. | lay my hand over his hardness lightly, so 


as not to make him make any noise. His breathing grew ragged. 


Suddenly he leaned forward and looked at the bus floor. "Damn. | dropped my money." He winked at me and | 


realized his plan 


"Lemme help you look for it" | leaned forward too and we disappeared behind the partition. Our faces got closer 
and closer until his nose touched mine. | closed my eyes and he put his arm over my shoulders, then took my 


hand and placed it on his chest. | felt his heartbeat. 


He cupped my face in his hand and touched my lips with his thumb. | smiled and opened my eyes. His showed 
so much emotion | couldn't stand the wait anymore. 


"Kiss me," | mouthed, and he moved to do so. | closed my eyes again in anticipation, but was rewarded only with 
a soft kiss next to my lips. And another on my cheek. | was about to protest. "A REAL kiss," | planned to say, 
but as soon as | thought it, it happened. 


He kissed my sore bottom lip, then the top one, and tilted his head a bit so our mouths fit together perfectly. 
His kiss sent electric charges up and down my spine. My dick throbbed in my jeans, just imagining what he'd do 
to me when we were alone. Never mind the woman | lived with, never mind all those who wished they were 


her. 


Fuck that bitch. | had Ray and Ray was better. 


He ran his tongue across my lips and | opened to him. It was the first time I'd really let go in a kiss, instead of 
insisting upon being the one who initiated everything. | was totally relaxed, yet | needed to be touched. 


It felt so good that when we separated to get off the bus, it actually hurt for a moment. My legs shook and | 
was so aroused that | would have lay down in the snow with Ray and did it right there. 


"C'mon, Jim, my house is just a block away." So we'd found our way back 


| put my hands in my jeans pockets and tried to conceal my obvious erection as we walked, but it didn't work. 


Ray laughed when he saw. 
"What?" | asked indignantly and found myself laughing as well. 


"Let it be," he said with an evil smirk | had never seen before. "I like the way you look like that." 
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It was almost completely dark by now and the streets were deserted. Ray took my hand in his and | put my 
other hand on his arm, like a girl walking into prom with her date. | smiled at the thought. 


We arrived at his house and as soon as we were inside, he reached for me but | stopped him. 


"Hold on. Is anyone home?" | asked. | didn't want to “disturb anyone's peace", much less be tabloid fodder. | could 


see the headlines: "My Boyfriend Left Me... For Another Man!" How nosy the media is. 


"Nope," he said. "I live alone." There were no signs of any other occupants. Only the books and records | knew 


he liked were on the shelves, and there was no hideous decorative scheme, either. 


Ray's arms wrapped around my waist as | stood and looked around. His hands unzipped my jacket and lay it on 


a chair. He'd removed his own giant fur coat and hung it on a hook by the door. 


"Shall we?" he murmured and took my hand, leading me toward the stairs. Just before | reached them he 
picked me up - he picked me up - and slung me over his shoulder. The first floor disappeared behind us as he 
ascended the staircase. | laughed and laughed. 


"Put me down!" | protested playfully, lightly slapping his back. "Put me down, you monster!" 


He laughed. "Oh Jim, you're a riot” 


I've never tried to be humorous. It just comes. 


When he did finally release me, | felt a luxurious softness under me. It felt like a bed, but much softer and 
better kept than mine, and my inferences were confirmed when | took a handful of the softness and pulled it 


back. It was a blanket. What | would have given to have that blanket a few short hours ago. 


The room was dim and the available light from a lamp was filtered through a blue scarf, giving everything a 
tint as though it were under the sea. It was a very relaxing setting. | saw Ray's silhouette against the light as 
he removed his shirt. | followed suit. 


"Do you want some weed?" he offered. 


"Is my name James Douglas Morrison?! Of course | want some!" | grinned and he produced two joints from a 
drawer. He passed one to me and we lit up and got toasted as hell. Ray joined me on the bed and we looked up 


at the ceiling, which someone, perhaps Ray himself, had painted in psychedelic colors. 


The first few puffs were amazing. | always preferred it to cigarettes. Who wouldn't? My body felt heavy, but 
part of me felt like | could jump up in the air and fly, or float away. A surprising and pleasant lightness behind 


the solar plexus, in the soul. 


Smoke filled the air and the lamplight gave contrast. | saw shapes in the wisps of smoke; animals, humans, 


objects, words. Buildings. Statues. Clouds. 


"Wanna listen to some music?" Ray asked, and | nodded. He rose and chose a record from the shelf, then nearly 
dropped it as he took it out of the sleeve. | laughed, recalling my own clumsiness the first time | smoked, how 
hard it was to put my shoes on or pay attention while talking on the phone. 


Some kind of jazz/blues began to play and Ray flopped back on the bed beside me, sighing happily. He rolled 


over to face me. 


"You know, | have always found you extremely attractive," Ray said reaching over to lay one hand on my 
chest. His touch was intense. Sensations were heightened and | touched him. 


His skin was warm and soft, and | inhaled deeply while running my hands over his shoulders. The result was a 
sensory overload. Between the bus ride home and now, my arousal had gone away, but it returned with a 


vengeance. 


| scooted closer to him and laid my lips on his. He kissed me back and | tasted the smoke. 


